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TO THE PUBLIC. 


1 pay a tribute to virtue in diſtreſs, has been the aim of moſt 
Authors, both ancient and modern; and as the fate of unhappy, 
Poland has been the ſobject of.pity-and commiſeration by all par- 
ties, -The Author of the TEARS of POLAND has e 1 
pong to the Public what he has long had in contemplation. He 

fully ſenſible of his inability to treat this fubje& to his wiſn; 

et, if bis weak eſſorts may tend to be a ſpur to a ſuperior genius, 

e ſhall count his labours amply compenfated. 

The ſituation of Poland ſince 1769, is fomewhat ſimilar to Scotland, 
during the fatal conteſt between Baliol and Bruce in 1297, When the 
all-graiping tyranny of Edward l. of England over-run.this:counv 
try ; only with. this difference, Scotland's misfortunes happened in 
a barbarous age ; Poland's partition by Pruſſia, Auſtria, and Ruſha, 
at the end of the 18th century, when refinement in manners 
and- ſcience, and every other thing that ſhould ornament.the 

human mind, had. attained the higheſt degree of perfection. 
The laws of nations in particular, ſo well ſtudied and un- 
derſtood, that the bare reperition of the diſmembermete of Poland, 
by thoſe who ſwore to. maintain her rights, the violation of faith 
ſo ſacred, recals to mind thoſe dark ages, when man was © a ſa» 
« vage, roaming in the woods and wilds in queſt of prey.” 

To the (TEARS of POLAND, are added a variety of POEMS, on 
various ſubjects. The two firſt Songs are old ones, with additions 
and alterations, where the ſenſe and ryme was requiſite Sixteen 
lines I have added to The BONNY LASS of ABERDEEN, and 

wenty te CARRON- BRAES, | 


 Speedily woill be Publiched, 
(Price Three Shillings,) 


| THE LIVES OF THESCOTS POETS, 


From JOHN BARBOR, who flouriſhed in the 
year 1365, to the preſent time. 


| Y 


HH 


THIS includes Bards of all Languages that have mer1T, or who 
have gone through two Editions. The moſt eminent are, Barbor, 
Drains Blind Harry, Dunbar, James I. and V. Lord 5, 
Hawthorndean, Buchannan, Meſton, Thomſon, Ramſay, Hamil- 
ton, Ferguſſon, Bruce, Smollet, M:Donald, &c. 

To all lovers of Antiquity, the Author ſolicits any information 
they may think proper; and exertion on bis part, will zot (he * 
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England, and Scotland ; with curious ANEC 
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be found deficient ; and although he is not verſant in any Language 
but the Engliſh, and broad Scotch, he hopes, for the uſſtance of 
ſame of the moſt eminent in Latin, Gaelic, &c. to make his publi- 
cation more acceptable to the admirers of the ſcience of Poetry, a 
2 of, cach Author's productions will be added, to give the 
er an idea of each reſpective Author's talents. As ſoon as a 
ſufficient number of Subſcribers appears, the Publication will be 
forwarded the utmoſt diſpatch. To which will be added, ME- 

MOIRS and TRAVELS of the Author through 7 Portugal, 
Bor 8, Ke. 


— 
G 


0 CONTENTS. 


* Page. 
The Co Poland, = as - 7 
Hopeton Houſe, — ALS: - 12 
| . SONGS.” - * | 
The Bonny Laſs of Aberdeen, = s - 13 
Carron Braee, SAG ; . 45 * . | | 15 
Lochaber once more, -- - + "188. * 
Scots Sandy, &e.- - - "tf © - 18 þ 
Indu 5 , 1 w + a 1 . 83 19 
Stirlingſhire Club, — = - ©) 23 
Swan's Neſt, - - pa 25 
The Wells of Weary, TS gf = AE pate oy 
Scottifh Laſſe ;, N a - - | ol | . | 29 © 
St Mungo's Lament, - 8 3 30 
8 . POETICAL PIECES. 2] 
The Houſe of Halkerton, - — „ 966 
Mr Gavin Wilſon, 2 „e 34 
The Pope's Bleſſing, 2 ' 5 35 
Manceuvres, - - % | 35 
Lackington and Martin, 1 fe 38 


EPISTLES, &c. 


POEMS. 


.*; * 
TEARS or POLAND, Oe. 


Of comfort no man ſpeak 
Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs; 
For in the hollow temples of a crown, | 

Keeps Death his court. SHAKSPERE, 


| | _ Warſaw, July 1793. 
E.. Polander a gloomy aſpect wears, 
Mourning his hapleſs country all in tears, 
ears, tideleſe as the Baltick, ne er ſhall dry 
Till veng'ance burſt on abject tyranny; 
Till Poles, in concert, ſweeteſt ſtrains ſhall ſing, 
Till hills and dales their Liberty ſhall ring, | 
Her he 4 choice, Loks, Commons, and their 
8 


As o'er fair Poland's blooming fields we range, 
Eyes ſtream, —heart ſickens at the gloomy change: 
Here ſtrays her Prince, who Royalty adorns, 
Whoſe brow's environ'd with a crown of thorns. 
Pale and dejected, proſtrate on the ground, 
While rainy eyes the duſt his ſorrows wound : 
Lear, of old, his ancient mein beſpeaks, 

Since grief and woe's bgwreck'd his furrow'd - 
„ . checks. | 

King—Father of his People, one and all ;— 

Paternal knit, muſt haſten to the goal. 

O Thou! ſweet Freedom's tow'r, brave WASHINGTON, 

Hear Poland's fate, and plaintive piteous moan, 

O Thou ! whom Ar hath form'd a heart to feel 


= 
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For Poland's Prince, oppreſs'd by Pruſſian * hearts of 
eel. 


O! deign to hear the brave oppreſſed Poles ; 
Whoſe eyes flow tears, ſwift as the Ganges rolls; 
| OFer gorgeous fetters dragging on the plains: 
Where Frozen-hearted tyrants hold their reigns. 
62 Where weeping widows, maids, and mourning brides, 
Are raviſhed by ruthleſs. Pagan tribes. IR 
i Their Prince enſlav'd in his declinging years, 
While wailing Warſaw weeps, like Nibo all in tears. 
 Mourn! mourn! Europa cries, in mourning weep, 
. For Poland's ſons are wrapt in ſable deep: 
; For Royal Staniſlaus, O drop a tear, 
| Who wrung his hands, and tore his filver hair. 
Degraded thus, when parting with Warſaw, 
His tears bedew'd the banks o' th' Viſtula; 
When King and Diet parted, Poland's cries, 
With hideous wail did rend our Northern ſkies. 1 
Thus Poland lawleſs was aſunder torn ! * 
Thus Elbing fell, Dantzick, and blooming Thorn! 
Thus Denmark, Sweden, wept, and Norway o'er, 
 Laments, Since Europe's granary ſings no more. 
But fay ! who firſt conceiv'd brave Poland's woe's, 
Unveil ! the faithful page of Hiſt'ry ſhows. 
Say! who did coin out the infernal darg ? 
None but the Prince of Deſpots !—Brandenburg. 
To-day—brave Poland's rights he guarantees, 
To-miorrow—Fraud and guile cement in lies. 
Accurſed taſk ! Infamous with reproach, 


- * Pruflia, who in the year 1769 firſt projected the parti- 
tion of Poland, firſt diſcloſing to the Emperor that partition 
of this unhappy conatry, who readily accepted ; and the Em- 
preſs of Ruſſia immediately acquieſced, as her thirſt for territory 
is unbounded. | 


+ Work. - 


1 | 
When Crown'd Freebooters Poland's rights did 


ach. - 5 

But ſee ! the Gods with thunder in a cloud 
To blaſt the wicked, and to damn the proud. 
To ſcourge vile F-——k, who conjur'd the ſtorm, 
The ſacred Liberties of Poland to deform. 
Far to the North, where frozen Zemblo bounds, 
The Northern States, to Denmark's chilly ſounds, 
Where pining froſt graſps an eternal hold, 
Dark Lap' and Finland, in ice chains of cold ; 
is here reſides th' Hercalian Jezebel; | 
Who's mouth breathes war, hot as th' ſtames of 

© | | 
For ſince ſhe flew her huſband, —the juſt Czar, 
*Gainſt Adam's Race ſhe's wag'd eternal war, 
"Thundering peals of deſtruction dart around, 
Till Poland's dying with her mortal wound. 
See! bounding Baltic pours a crimſon flood, 
From coaſts where human carcaſes are ſtrew'd. 
See! Poland's ſtreams, their fertile banks run o'er 
Luxuriant fields ! now dy'd with human gore. 
Ye deaf'ned Kings to good Auguſtus moan, 
This Cleopatra holds you as her on; * 
And Courts no more now deem their State ſecure, 
From this arch Amazonian, Babylonian whore. 
View in our maps, and mark her monſtrous ſtrides, 
From the Levant, to Greenland's icy tides. | 
Whole Le tremble, Kingdoms, Kings, and 

tates, ATIVE 
South from New Holland, north to Bearing Sraits, 
On Europe's iſles her awful feet ſhe treads, _ 
While in her fiſt ſhe graſps the Danes and Swedes, 
And panting Poland in her lap is hurl'd, 
While filent ſtands a wond'ring timid world. 
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Th' Imperial Eagle wings with luſt of pow'r, | 


Wallows in blood, fair Poland jo de ſlow'r: 


But ſure th' Omnip'tent blaſts th' unnat ral league, 
For what's not ſeal'd in heav'n is null and vague. 
Ev'n hell itſelf yawns at the curs'd partition, 

T6 hurl theſe tyrant demons to perdition. 

How chang'd !—how alter'd !—are thy ſacred walls, 
Where God was worſhip'd now the heathen calls ; 
No more they magnify the ſaviour Lord, 
For nought but ſtocks and ſtones are now ador'd. 


No more they at the name of Jeſus bow; 
But kneel to Molach, or the idol Fo“, 


Turks, Jews, and Pagans, umoleſted roam, \ 
Where Lydyeard f once mongſt Chriſtians found a 
home. | 
Here you may ſtray though canibals you be. 

If you depreſs fam'd Poland's Liberty, 


Hail Hopkinst, and thoſe worthy lib'ral ſouls, 
Who op'd their ſtare to aid the wretched Poles: 


The nymphs on Neiper, Neiſter, and the Bog, 

To Hopkins ſing a grateful Ecalogue : 

While Grodno's thanks rings o'er their fertile grounds, 
Till Caparinian mountains Hopkin's name reſounds, 
They fing,'that *Heav'n may down its bleſſings pour. 


e And add ten thouſand thouſand to thy ſtore, : 


“When going t enjoy a Heav'nly crown when 
time ſhalt be no more“. . 

The generous Engliſh, and the feeling Scot, 

Weep Torrowful unhappy Poland's hapeleſs lot. 

The nymphs on Forth, and the imperial Thames, 


* Two-thirds of the Ruſſians are Pagans. 
'+ The great Traveller, Lydyeard, who died at Grand Cairo. 


I Lord Mayor of London in 1792, who collected L. 30,000 
for the King of Poland, i . 
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Makes eyes to flow, on their reſpective ſtreams: 
Ireland' on Liffy, Shannon and the | Boyne, 

In ſtrains melodious melancholy join. 

The lib'ral, free, and brave American. 

Tears, briny tears, o'er cheeks, lank, pale, and wan. 
Ev'n the flow Spaniard, mourns thy Liberty, 7 
The Dutch, dull Portugueſe, and Italy, 9 
Heaps curſes on the vile infernal ſhe. | 
Oh! how the feeling heart muſtzheave a ſigh, 
When we view o'er the acts in Hiſtory 

See! Beleſlaus, and brave Caſimir. 

And Sobieſki * fam'd, the plumb of war. 

When Europe was o'er-run by Infidels. 

All Chriſtendom was light in Mars wide ſcales, 
Till Royal Fohn a: Samſon t hand he lent, 

Who's arm bore down Mahomet's vile creſcent. 
Methinks I ſee brave Sobieſki riſe, 

And utter theſe words with ſtreaming eyes :— 


- Thy crown's ſubjected to foreign yoke; 
„ Thy fword is blunted, and thy ſceptre broke, 


« And: thou'rt become, who once was. deem d ſo. 


„brave, 
& To thoſe who hate thee, an eternal ſlave,” 
S. RoBERTSON. 
« Oh! Heav'ns inſpire a Douglas Tor a Tell, 1 
« Thoſe curs'd Muſcovian furies to repel; 
© The Liberties of Poland to reſtore, 


« As I fair Europe's freedom rais'd in days of yore.” . 


* Sobieſki, who raiſed the ſiege of Vienna i in 1683. 


+ Douglas, a Scorſman, who relieved Dantzig; by which eve 


ry Scotſman is ſree in that City. 
1 The n of the Swiſs Cantons from the Auſtrian yu: 
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WIE Fortha s ceaſeleſs tide flows ad retires, 
'Tween fertile Fife, and lovely Lithgow Shires, 

On theſe ſweet banks, a noble Dome + does ſtand, 

Stupendous pile] the pride of all our land. 


With raptur'd eye this Palace we explore, 
Which ſar exodila Old England's boaſt Windſor. 
* [is here our views old Scotia's pride commands, 


Fair Fife and Lothian, ever fruitful lands * "= 
Here ancient fam'd Blackneſs, the boaſt of powers, 


Sinks down diminutive by Hopetoun's towers. 
'Tho' deſolation ſpreads her hoar ven 
Oer ancient Lithgow, here ſhe ſhines in bloom. 


Dunfermline fails, where royal Mary'ret 5 lies, 
But fair. her ſplendour Hopetoun-Houſe ſupplies. 

The regal ftile of ancient Greece and Rome, 
Chaſte Artehitecture ſhines midit groves perfume. 


Here ſportive Nature joins with Art to ſtore, | 
With fruits, Ws flow'rs, and corn old Caledonia's 
The jovial ſailor thinks himſelf at home, a 

. n the maſt 15 eyes fand Hopetoun's Dome. 
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THE BONNY LASS OF ABERDEEN. 


? To its ain Tune, 


YE Sylvan Gods, who love green woods, 
1 Dear darling nymphs and ev'ry ſwain ; 
Attention give, while I relate, | 
my fad, fad fate, and doleful ſtrain : 
I'm bored to rove from my true love, 
the faireſt nymph that e er was ſeen; 
'T was that lovely maid, my heart betray'd, 
The bonny, bonny lafs, of Aberdeen: 


When firſt I faw her bonny, bonny face, 
my heart was raviſh'd with delight; 
Her ſtately carriage, mein, and grace, 
might any monarch's ſoul invite: 
Her ſkin more fair than lillies are, 85 
ſurpaſſing far the Grecian Queen; (to be found, 
Search the Highlands all round, there's no nymph 
Like the bonny, bonny, laſs of Aberdeen. 


Although I'm forc'd abroad to range, 
conſtant, in mind I will remain; 
My mind will never, never change, 

Until 1 ſee her face again. 
In foreign courts where I reſort, 
there's no ſuch beauty to to ſeen 
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As that lovely maid, who my ſoul hath betray'd,, 
| The charming ſweet laſs of Aberdeen: 


Alas ! how winter waſtes the groves, 
where firſt my loye engag'd my een; 
Fach nymph and ſwain now penſive rove, 

o' er fields once clad in verdure green. 

Grant me this boon, ye heav'nly pow'rs! 
that ſummer ſoon may change the ſcene. 
That Scotia may be deck'd with flow'rs, 
T' adorn the bonny laſs of Aberdeen. 


»*” 


My deareſt dear, I, can't forbẽar, 
reflecting on your conſtancy, 
The floods of tears, the grief.and.care;, 
that you have ſuffer'd.long for me; 
Your ſtedfaſtneſs, I muſt confeſs, | 
has pierc'd my heart with arrows keen; 
For perfection ſo rare, no nymph can compare, 


With the bonny, bonny, laſs of Aberdeen. 


Yet I hope, my love, to ſee the day, 
that I'll repay your love once more; 
Your lovely charms o'er me bear ſway, 
there's none but you I can adore. i 
Then free from care, with my ſweet fair, 
In ſpite of foes, and all their ſpleen | 
ul croſs o'er the ſeas, and live at home, to pleaſe- 


} 


The bonny, bonny, laſs of Aberdeen. 


, 


CARRON BRAES. Tune Logan Water. 


8 Carron braes they're ſteep and green, 
Where flocks and ſheep are to be ſeen, 

Ilk farmer flows with milk galore, | 

From meikle Ben to Carron ſhore. 

As ye gang north by 'Tack-me-down, 

The road that leads to Stirling town, 

Fam'd Carron Brig it ſtately ſtands, 

The glory of Maſonic hands. 


Sir John the Græme of Gallant fame, 
(To Scotland ſacred be his name,) 

His title was on Carron Braes, 

An honour ay unto that place. 

Great Wallace wight of Elerſlie, 
With gallant Græme in company, 
From thraldome they reſcu'd us thrice, 
Which makes theſe rural braes rejoice. 


— a 


»Twas then immortal Wallace free, 
Inſpir'd our dads with Liberty. ; 
Their cauſe they fought in armour ſtark. 
At Bigger, mug; and Fallärk. 

But weep my muſe, Ah! weep to tell, 


How there immortal Græme befel, 
Brave fighting with his bow and ſpear, 
Was ſlain by Cumming's treachery there. 


( 16 } 


Oh! may we imitate Dundaff, 
Whoſe ſhining armour ne'er was aff 
Guarding the hills, and the high ways, 
Leaſt tyrants tread ſweet Caron Braes. - 
Brave 3 our King, vile Edward's ſlave, 

- Againſt his country long fought brave, t 
Till Wallace on the Carron Braes, 

Told him he was among his faes. 


/ From that day forth, our Hero, Bruce. 
Did throw off Engliſh Edward's truce, 
Thro' great fatigue he gain'd the Crown; 
And Douglas clear'd the country roun' 
The great High Steward of Scotland, 
On Carron Braes bore high command ; 
But was ſlain there by Scotia's faes, 


In Scotland's Cauſe, on Carron Braes. 


| And the brave DovcLas fought his part, 

| Oer Europe bore the Brucian heart. 
Full fifty battles gilds his bays, 
*Tween Cannan and the Car#on Braces. 
Twas here the Royal 5 
Made Huſk and Hawley to retire, 
For Carron Braes and the Torwood, 


Infpir'd him and the Carron Flood. - - 


Dundas of Carſe, propitious name, 

To him we owe the naval ftrain, 
His ſpade was firſt the earth to raiſe, 
To join the Clyde with Carron Braces. 

But leaſt my muſe ſhould gather ſtrength, 

In hiſtory, too great.a length, 

Tl end my ſong in ſinging praiſe, 

Unto the Cryſtal Carron Braes. 
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LOCHABER ONCE MORE. 
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Inſcribed to Capt. Cameron of Locheil. 


| E ancient clan Cameron“, led on by Lochiel» 
X Bold, ſpeils up Beneavest, all Scotland to hail : 

The glens, locks, and hills, with the ocean wide o'er 

Invites me to ſing, Cheer Lochaber once more. | 


Long, long, did we weep, with a ſorrowful wail, i 

For regions of horror were all our regale; 

Till Heav'n ſent our Chief, and our dreſs and clay- 
more, f 


Which inſpires me to ſing, Cheer Lochaber once more. 
Now the ſons of the Highlands no more need to 


moan 
Since once more triumphant we view Caledon; 
There's Mull, Sky, and Jura, and ſweet Murray 


Is hail'd by the ſons of Lochaber once niore. | 


As at ancient Dun-Edin we pipe for the prize, 
Each Cameron his Jenny, t' his boſom he plies ; 

In innocent mirth we'll have kiſſes galore z 

While our pipes briſkly ſcreed up Lochaber once more, 


+ The higheſt moutfein-is britain, 4790 feet from the level 


the ſca. 


9 The Author's mother's name was Cameron. 


0 
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No more bound in breeks from the waiſt to the knee, 
For our neat philibeg, whiſpers us we are free. 

And for Britain's weal, we'll ſhed blood at each pore, 
''- * , While ſweetly we'll ſing, Cheer Lochaber once more. 


| The Larianian Hydra, old Johnſton, the blind*, 
| The fource of our virtues he never could find; ; 
But Britain deſpiſeth the jeſts of this Boar; © | a 
For Old England applauds ſweet Lochaber once more. 


Here's Sinclair, and Dempſter, and worthy Locheil; 
Here's the Prince of Philanthrophy, immortal Dale, 
Who careſſes our clans on their, own native ſhore ; 

Bleſt in the ſweet plains of Lochaber once more. 


| SCOTS SANDY's _ 
DESCRIPTION of WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 


Ti une Killicrankie, 


aA... — * * — Þ dr. . 


"Ped. 
WI. right ſair heads, ilk weary ſaul, 
| Our maw wi' drouth was burning, 
When we met at the tryſt by twal', 
A' gaping for our morning. | 
Wi' whiſk „ tea, an' butter'd row's, . - 
We fow'd our yappiſh gebby, 
A curious cheil ſyne did propoſe, 
Io ſee Weſtminfler Abbey. 


We gaed ſtraught down by Charing Croſs, 
An' paſgd by auld King Charlie. 


PPP wy ——yn erent. . — — 
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* Yid: Johnſton's Tour to the Hebrides, 
| \ | + Suppoſed to be the Day after St Andrew's. 


e 1 
Straight to the antient Abbey goes 188 K 1 ö 


to keek at ilka fairlie. 15 Te » 00 

Then there we ſaw: the great ARGYLE, 56 ef} 

(as bald a chiel as Samſon,) | | 

An' SHAKESPERE) too, the Prince of Style 
wi' poet J Tuolevon.”” 1 mae 


Fam'd DavpEN next we did paſs by. n 
to ſee where lies Deren Says: 3 
To read her, cruel hiſtory, - ; 12 75 "Cat 1 


gars Whigs themſelves now tear—ay, 6 ; 
We paſs'd ſyne mony an anciest tomb, | 
by EDwARDS',, AMES, . an”: Harry, 5 
Till we came till the right auld room, 3 
where ſtands the marble chair—ay. | 22 4 a? 


So here 3 the fatal Mane 8 aft 
where FErGous' race fat .on, 
Be where it will, the Scots are _ | 
the pride of CaLepoN'l: Vn id a ' 
To name ilk King ſat in this — rinnt 
frae FER s to King GR - 
. My very ſaul an' tongue wad tire, 3 | 
but Brown notes them at large d. 


* 


We e view'd ilk Went around, enn e 
frae Woll RE to far fam'd Crnau. 
Bards and Philoſophers renown'd, . 
Ben, MIL rod, and Great Nuwron, 
B R230 SHS + 42 
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L „ ee „ the Bots Out to Law 
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Tis certain truth, ſaid Abpisox, 
(our pride he juftly laſhes,) 


Time will cruſh this to the ground, — 
: a monument of aſhes. | 


We gaed ſtraught to the Dog and Duck, 
frae ſcenes o melancholy, 
Where mony a Jas ee buck, - 
Was courting faſt their Molly. | 
Jock, who woo'd Bell right — in jeſt, 
vou'd laſt night they'd be wedded, 
Sae they gacd ſtraught an ſaw the prieſt, 
an married were an bedded, A. 


Blyth Cupid ſyne was unco thrang, 
While love our hearts was ſtearing, 
Young cheils they thought the time right lang, 
till they left bacholering : 
For my part I that night was fell'a 
_ wr bonny Jenny Frazer; 
When dancing, Ther heart faſt nail'd, 
whilk made o her a ſeizure. 


The married fo'k, the young to cheer, 
bbefore we —— id dander—a') 
To keep up friendſhip itka year, 

"aw celebrate St ANDREW. 
So we vow'd at the parting kiſs, 
| to ſkin off all dead horſes t, 
And mak a wife o ilka laſs, 
when we had fu' er purſes, — 
| On ain Saunt's day. 


4 To finifly Work paid for. 


ann 


, 


INDUSTRY. 


| Tune, —* Fenn 
Inscribed to Drammond of Blair Drummond. 


He that maketh one ear of Corn to grow by Induſtry, 
« is of more worth to Society than all the Courtiers ever lived.“ 
. . * Swirr. 


UCCESS to Agriculturel, . 
and Commerce, Briton's bread; 0 
For the Tar, the Craft, and Farmer, 
are the life and ſoul of Trade. 


Here's a health to fam'd BLAUR DrUMnNons, | 
and to the mem'ry of Kaims, | ; 

Who made Kincardine moſs to bloom, Fare 4 
Like Kent upon the Thames. ; 


Not the fertile plains of Gowrie, 
nor yet the blooming Merſe, 
Luxuriant ſhines unto the eye, 
more than Blair Drummond Moſs. 


The ſields of Fife are bonny, F-- 55 
| and Lothian fair to ſee, 
But the plains of fam'd Blair Drummond, /* 
they bear away ** glee. | 
| 2 


3% 


} A Dutchman, in 1700, propoſed to bring in 2000 acreg, upon 
being allowed wood for dikes, between Kiniel and Higgan's Neuk. 
If this had been permitted, it would have been 4908 a yea. 
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The Ochills and 8 
Craigforth, with Oughtertire,,; 
Rejoice to view Blair blooming, © 


with Carſe and Herbertſhire., 


Inftead of turf and heather, 
the product of this moſs, | 

Now corn and wheat, and peaſe and beans, 
adorn auld Stirling croſs. 


Here. poverty is haniſhed, 
by rich induſtry, 
For verdure ſhines in bloſſom, 
and ſweet perfumes the 7. 


BLAIR DRUMMOND views with conſciouseye 
the huſbandman's-increaſe, - * 
He guides him to proſperity, . 


in war and Tali: peace.” 'y 1 1 Au 11 


Here Ceres ſhines in glory, 5 

and matrimony thri ves 
While Love, that tyrant tory, _ 

old Hymen's trade te drives. | 


- 


1 4 


> 


1 74 14 


As you paſs thro' this colony, | OL 2 : 


The Stranger — the 5a bug 
and baniſh'd is diſtreſs. y 


* | 
1 | : 


Would all our Lairds, Lavide; ms merry 
improve thus each eſtate 
Our poor would be exceeding rich, 
our rich they would! de —_ 225 


.* $4.3 ka” Il 


of Rural hap] pineſs, Nein 


( 2 3 5 | | : | 


— 


Tur STIRLINGSHIRE CLUB . 


Tune, —“ Hearts of Oak. ? 


FROM the noiſe of the — O! my _ now I 
| To the groves and the plains of renown'd n 
Nn knaves of Pall Mall, of St Stepbens;;:0n 

To 142 the Heroes o the Stirlingſhire Club. 


— - 


CHORUS. 


Then let all Caledon; © 
_ Cling round the Bore Stone, 
With Ca ymore, Kilt, and Plaiddie, 
To fight ent its needy, a 
For ſreedom, like brave Bruce, for Old Caledon.. 


There's ERSK INE! Primero, renown'd of Braemar, 
Whoſe Dads were our ſhield and our buckler at war, 
Who Norwegians, Danes, and Saxons did curb, | 

Which immortally honours the Stirlingſhire Sus 
Then let all Caledon, &c. = 


There's GARTHMORE) the noble, of Airth and Mon- 5 

teith, 
Grahams | to old 9 brought many a wreath ; $7 
* Ge Y 


5 © — at 9 n * 
" 


4 W-) 


For Gramiſb at Graham's dike the Romans did drub,, 
"—_ = ſtrong brazen walls ſtood the Stirlingſhire 
Tet all Caledon, &. 


There's MURRAY renown'd, of fam d fertile e Polmiſe, 
When Scotland for fivedom was all in a blaze, 
They * well their part when with Royal King 


Rich laurels they add to the 1 Club. 
Let all Caledon, & c. 


We5TQUARTERS, the great, joins the illuſtr'ous core. 
And fair on the Forth ſtands the noble Duy more, 
Whoſe Dads in old yore, Scotland's tyrants did crub, 
we 2 honours does bring to the 5 
u 
Let all Caledon, & 


Ev'n WaLLAcx the Great, had not gain'd ſuch re- 
nowny, ..- 
To himſelf, or his country, his King or his Crown; 
When Saxons he drove in Kildane s hollow dub, 
His arms were borne up by the Stirlingſhire Club. 
Let all Caledon, 1 24 


Immortal King Bzucz rear'd the ancient Bore Stone, 
Monumental to Stirling and all Caledon, 

For freedom to Scotland he gain'd Crown and robe, 
When reinforc'd he was by the Stirlingſhire Club, 

| L Let all Caledon, e. | 


8 Formerly Eatls of Gmail &e. 


+ Joun Warcur, who drew the Pin at Kildane's Bri e, by 
which WATLAct gain'd his r battle, was a native T Stir- 
ling :— His deſcendents are there pet. 


- 


| To ſtrengthen the hands of dhe the Stirlingſhire Clubs 0 


So with full flowing bumpers let's drain Bacchus” 


| 
| 
| 
| 
} 


(28:3 
There's worthy Bx an DaUMnonD, our great Pa» 


triot, 
The life and the ſoul am the pride of a Scot, 
Who rears up Induſtry—a praiſe worthy job, 


Let all Caledon, &. 


But for fear my muſe tao volumnious ſhould ſwell, 
Th' hiſt'rian I relinquiſh more acts for to tell; 


tub. — 
Here's a "health to the ſong of the Stirlingſhire Clubs 
Let all . &c. 


d / % * 
— — — 
— — 5 — > 
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Tux SWAN's NESTS ; 


Modern Morality of London Delineated. 
Tune, —“ A Cobler there was” | 


Satire, ſometimes, ſuits better Eon a "Oy . 
To ſcourge the ſons of vice! vile vicious v | >: 


oh 


— 
of 


QUREwitchcraft attends on the tankards of Owen, 
For his neſt is inchantment, his liqour N 
Here Engliſh and Iriſh, and Scots take a reft, 

And /otter or lifetime out in the Swan's Neft. 


A : Derry down, &c. 
5 A Public Houſe in London. 


The Author was ſo ſhocked at the behaviour of His Country- 4 
men, that he * this ſong, and ſung it to ow! in this ** 


202) 


On Saturday nights! ſee how ſull it is cramm'd, 
With our dear Bacchus gentry for drunkards re- 
_ EO Rado (0 IT OG 
Dear Connach built boys, old Satan's recruits, 
When drunk, on all fours, you might ſwear they 
are brutes. 133. N ths : 
8 Derry down, &c. 
There's Dickſon the fat, and there's ſpindle ſbank'd 
' - Euſtace, | n 
(A ſight of theſe ſots are enough to diſguſt us,) 
For their tattered wings are ſpread out for a flight, 


And to keep up St Monday, work Sunday outright. 
| Derry down, &c. 


There's Wiſhart, and Robertſon, Gordon, and Boyd, 

(An Elder, and Laird, in the Shaws near the Clyde,) 
Great Small, too, from Fife, with the Devil in train, 
Throng, training their ſouls, to this drunken cam- 


1 y 65 84 * 9 ; 
925 Derry down, &c. 
The dirty 8 led hem all in the mire; 
I' enrich Cox and Co. and cep Whitebread intire; 
Thus the publican thrives, and the paltry pawn- 
broker, : | 
For her charming gallants, ſhe pazn'd tongs and 


poker. 15 kb 


Old Sodom itſelf ne er ſurpaſs d them in luſt; 

For honeſt old Lot long his wife there did truſt; 

But bring your ſpouſe here, tho? ſhe's ever fo chaſte, 

She'll be raviſh'd at once by theſe birds of the neſt, 
jaunt) 2. 19731947 070007" IREEY WOW, Es 


„„ 
Their Uncle their Gad, while their coat will relieve, 
Their Jandlord abſolves: them, Old Enland's pontif : 


— A for nom ſqueeze out the bumper, 
— Unleſs th ers ſends them to che * 


Derry down, & . 


Old Thory he Gts high « on the top of the neſt, 2 
On p purpols e to ſee how the birds are all meſs'd; | 
But pilfer'd's his money by ſome drunken ſot, 


Derry down, &c. 


Pat 9 * the moon, and the old Holy Father! 
And Sandy by G—d, whoſe a godly Seceder! 
John Bull, Crs his limbs ! ſo its right hard! to 
tell, ON POP 
Whether Fack, Far, or Sach 83 ſooneft to Foul: 
rice SDN YR A. 


; . 114 
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Tur WELLS: 5 WEARY. 


Tune,— 6 Bra of Brankfome. . 


| and by the Wells of Weary, 
\. I ſpied a Jaſs in a green gown, | 


I ſaid, Sweet laſs, what's coine to pal 175 275 
| that gars you look ſo drearie | 


= <a s - ” . * 
# ... 10 " -08 => "Note * 
MY — 


If he but advances his mouth to the pbt. vw 


As 1 came in frae Doe Me” „ 5 = 


. lamenting for her dearie. e.. 


C9 3 


Tos here, faid ſhe, I got a kiſs, . 
' laſt frae my lad and dearie. 


But Oh! I hear he's breath'd his. end, 
' -. whar Scotland's beauty danders, 
At Neuport, or near to Oftend, 
by ankirk in French Fl anders. 


He's N ſaid I, the beſt o' ſauls, 
pp'd i in good Scots irn 
For 8 cou CF eh. 0 eee | 
wi' their infernal — 


The balls did ring about our ears, 
hot piping, like ſky-rockets, _ 
And Sans Cullottes, like de'ils or bears, 
they burnt our Britiſh jackets. 


He fell down by m ſide, the brave, 
your bonny lad ca'd Sanders, 
And now he lies in Britain s grave, 


by Bruſſels o'er in Flanders. 


But, laſſie, gin ye want a man, 
(although m but a tailor) 
/ You'll find me ev'ry inch the pln, 
of either ſwad or ſailor, _ 


Now dinna ſtand, nae mair — 
my bonny lovely dearie, 

But leave this lonely Arthur” $ ſeat, 
and theſe dead Wells 0 o Weary. 


She ſmil'd, and leugh , and little pak, | | 
and faid, I've! 'd a tailor 3 


* #4, ar ae RON TAY * 
* * 
o . | 1 x 
a Baan | | 
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A broad hint for to get a ſmack, 
I kiſs'd her to regale her. 


If ye can few, faith I can ſtitch; 
beſides I've got the penſion, - 

Happy you'll be,” content, and rich, 
beyond your comprekenfion. 


Bald we gaed to the ha'Smerk kirk, 
I and ſweet Lizie Lauder, | 

Where great Profeſſor Dr Clark, 

be ſolder'd us together. 


Her cheeks were red, her waiſt a ſpan, 
when at the Wells o' Weary; | 
She rows about now, thick, and wan, 
wi' likely a young deary. 


SCOTTISH LASSES. 


Tune, © Braes of Yarrow.” 


« Of all the | ong giv'n us from above, 
« The nob , fofceſt, and the beſt is Love.” 


BEST was the day when Royal James _ 
did gang and woo, [ſweet PRG Tupor; ' 

For it did unite the Forth and Thames, 
when 1n his tartan plaid he row'd her. 


But England's dames did lang foreflal | Wu 
our Scottiſh lads to their addreſſes, 


Tn 3 


Now youths, the pride of a' Patlmall, © 
they rin aa wi our Scottiſh Laſſes. 


The Brilliant Nox r S ran, atttactive drew | p21 
| Brave LRNNox, to fam'd GorDoN's motto 
Animo non Aſtutia, , e i THAT 
when to the kirk he led CHarLoTTA. 


Young blooming STAFForD croſs'd the Tweed, 
Jo get a ſhining NokTHERN STAR, O; 
For Amo now is all his creed, | 
fince in his arms ſhines the Flower of Yarrow. 


And BLAanDFoRD flighted the Saxon Dames, 

For Noble STEWART, a lovely Spinſter. - 5 
And now ſhe ſports upon the Thames, MOT LEG 
| the boaſt and pride of a' Weſtminſter. 


MAaNCHESTER's Duke the Tweed did pals, 
2 Southern beauties diſregarding, 

For a bonny, lovely Northern Laſs, 

| the blooming Noble SusaNNA GorDoN. 


Oh! may high Heay'n ſhow'r bleſſings down, 
on ilka ſuch conubial union. | 
Then happineſs each pair will crown, 
while ſmiling virtue's paths they ſhine on. 


x > # 


. 7 4 j k 


Oh! may each ſwain with Cupic's ſpeed, FER 
ne'er let his /aweetheart ſleep nor ſlumber; «| 
Till Hymen's band join them on Tweed, _ | 


or on the ſilver flowing Humber. 


0 31 by 
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St. MUNGO's LAMENT 


| —— — — 
- - 


* 00 Gramachree® 


AS by St. Mungo's lofty ſtile I lately FRY my 


An ancient Sage I there eſpied, and thus I heard him 
ay 5 
How long ſhall Ru'glen's hoary gloom ſhade Glaſ- 
gow's lovely door; 
For Geb ! ma chreacht, thy ſun is ſet, I fear to riſe no 


more. 
Not Dantzick fair, nor Hamburgh rich, nor famous 
Amſterdam ;._ _ 
Nor crowded towns, whete Indus rolls, could rival 
Glaſgow's 2 3 
But „ a gloomy fun ral pile is-rais'd upon thy 
lo 
For Oh ma , thy ſun is * 1 fear to riſe no 
ot London great, nor Briſtols trade, or ite - 
Liverpool ; 


Nor Lifbon 's pride, nor Cadiz boaſt, could o'er thy 
ſway bear rule; 
But now, with Britain's lonely burghs, thou j joins 
the gloomy core; 
For Och ma chreach, thy ſun i is 15. I fear to riſe no 
more. - 


I Gaelic for Oh! My Heart, SOOT 


p 0 32 
Teint Lanerk kirk, and Paiſley croſs, and lively 
' "Greenock quay z 

And o' er the high and lowland plains, vrec ld 
wretchedneſs I ſee: _ 

A mournful plaint I hear, ſurpaſſing Corra Bhrea- 
chan I rore; 

For Och ! ma breach, F ſun is ſet, I fear to riſe no 

5 more. 


oh ! ſmiling tr traffic, now return, with innocence and 
peace | 
Then ſhall each nymph and ſwain rejoice, enclos'd 


in thy embrace; 
Then ſhall dead Ru'glen's gloomy vail ſhrink ſrom 
St. Mungo's door; 
And Glaſgow's sux a Joon as noon on Britain's 
ſea-girt (hore. | 


* 


Tor the MEMORY of the Noble Houſe 
of HALKERTON. 


— 


HILE worthleſs merit 1 rears her head on high, 
Wing'd by the venal lays of Crufly Pye* ; 
Ariſe, my muſe, ſince virtue is your ſong, 
Of Halkerton's fam'd Hoaſe, illuſtrious throng, 
Mongſt Scotia's Peers, their Falcon head high „ 
As Scotland's Kings moſt noble Falconers. 
See | in the warlike arms of Halkerton, 


J Conna By&rAcHaN, is that remarkable gulph between the 
5fland of Jura and Scrabra. It obtained the name of Con nA, from © 
its depth, and BuxxAcrax, from a Prince Royal of Denmatk, 
"who endeavouring to croſs it, was drowned there, 4 


r'be Poet Laurent. 


= * 
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Hercalian DovcLgs' Royal Heart and Crown, 


Whoſe glorious deeds are ſung o'er Chriſtendom, 


Surpaſſing far the acts of Greece and Rome, 
Who, with a ſmall, but ever-glorious band, 


Bore his King's Heart* ev'n to the Holy Land. 


pa ” 
2 


SOUTHR8K, DUNBar, Maxcn, and the Houſe of 


Gray, a | : 
Claims them as friends, and noble OciLvr, 


See | Erxror's Falcon ſoars her head on high, 


Stamps FALKONER the boaſt of Heraldry. 
But, now, alas! their title is no more, 

Since HALKERTON is center'd in Kintore. 
| Cemented as the Thiſtle and the Roſe, © 


Is HaLKExTON and great CoLQUHoun of Luſs ; e 


Im 

Where rapid Leven flows her ſilver ſtream, 
Iluſtrious Maria's Charity, _ 

Marks gratitude upon our memory, 


Since Noble Maxr's princely wedded thus, 


Old Scotland fings her lovely nymph of Luſs. 


En Dunbarton, ſpeaks his fame, 


hy. 


= — 4 
3 . 


Long, may Dunbarton boaſt her good CoLayuoun. 


The ever-fam'd Ally of HaLkerToN, - -- 


* 


While Endrick flows, Lochlomond, or the Clyde, 
May Luss be Jaſting, fam'd Dumbarton's pride. 
'Tho' HALK RR TON“ s extinct, yet Scotia's claim 
And fam'd Kincardineſhire, will ſing their fame; 
Glenfarcar hills and dales they ſtill rejoice, 


And Locbra nymphs, with a united voice, 
Belbegno's ſwain, and rural dens and dales, 
Their jovial train, ſing HaLKerToON excels 
The modern ſycophants, profuſely rear'd, 
While real virtue ſtalks without reward; 
For Scotia's Pee rage now in ruins ly. 
Which far ſurpaſſes England's Heraldry, 
For waplike deeds and true nobility. 


o 


To the MEMORY of Gavin W1LsoN, 
| 2 : 
(Boot, Lg, and Arm Mater.) 
Aut RENE, Jan. 21. 1794. 
HANK Heav'n ! I'm ſafely landed frae Oſtend, 
My broken ribs, and ſhatter'd arms to mend, 
By Famous Wit gow in the v. r | 
Theſe wings of my poor trunk hell reinſtate; 
| Befides, for him, Ambaſſador Pm ſent, 
To Poſt direct to Tournay or to Ghent, 
Wi' twa three thoufant o his Leather Scullr, 
Legs, Thighs, an' Arms, to equip our batter'd hulls, 
Toes, Fingers, Nofer, he muſt bring in buſhels, | 
T* adorn our wounded ſwads who pine in Bruſſels: 
This news will raife his honeſt heart wi” joy, 
When there for night and day he'll get employ. 
Bat firſt I'll ca* on Johnny Block. there! 
Speak o' the de'il gude troth he'll foot appear. 
Ho does my auld acquaintance Jonnny BLock E 
« Juſt like yourfe!,, a fair forfoughten cock; 
„ For Pve preſy'd away, and ftood bellow, 
« Drubbing the French, wi“ fam'd Sir Edward 
A . 
But O! ye fee, Iv'e got an anco Fleg, 
My thigh is broke and pr off is my Leg; 
« And now alas! I canna get remede ; - | 
* For f W1Lso0N's number'd with the dead. 
Dead! ſay ye, Jon? fupport me, or Pl! faint— 


- | He Died November 2799. 
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The beft o men, to mortals ever lent | 
By gracious heay'n !--Bgrrannia hang your head, 
—— far-fam'd Man Mender's number d wi” the 
Mourn wr vs, ſoldiers, ſailors, and commanders, 
And # the pride o' Germany and Flanders ; 

For doctors, ſurgeons, put them a' together, 
They -cu'dna' match our mighty cop of Leather. 
Lord help, us, Johnny! this war how it tings g 
Half butcher'd thus, we cripple lacking wings. 
But huſh, we'll houſe in Embro” time to paſs, 
Humming his elegy out o'er a flowing glaſs. 


Tae POPE's BLE8ING. 
WHILE the Pope and Conclave for Lxwis were 


mourning. N 
And their prieſts Marat s elegy vile were a- burning, 
News was ght them that the coaſt was 
. cruizing, 
Humble, proſtrate, imploring his Helineſs bleſſing: 
Now from ſackcloth and aſhes, with ſouls full of fad- 
neſs, 885 BY 
The Pope beſpoke H- d with a heart full of ghadneſs: 
Since you fight the French, tho' from heav'n ar fram 
9 2 hell come, | 6 
I ſwear by St Peter! you're heartily welcome. 
Lord ſend theſe French demons they ne er appear 
any on IF . 
The Catholic coaſt, or the Mediterannean. 
So with ſacred Ge I'll renew my-acquaintanee, 
To bring the French dogs to the ſtool of repentante. 
3 28 
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Now once more with England our friendſhip begins: 

* For Here I abſolve her of all her paſt 2 begf i 

Now all Adam's race their attention be draw'd a, 

To hear him while ble/ing the Britiſh Armada: : 

Lo! here J pronounce you, — The Invincible; 

« Go fight and fink the C————n to H=ll ! 

My bliſs will protect you; ſo:dont be afraid, 

<<. in this needful, and holy, and juſt cruſade.” 

So he ſprinkl'd our fleet with his good holy water, 

Which made our brave tars curſe the old — 

The Pope wiſhed n n might, with Britiſh 
bravado. 

Years thouſands to rule over the Britiſh Armada. 

Now we hoiſted our ſails, and prim'd hard our guns 

While the; Pope and 3 went 1e cuddle their Nuns, 


MANOEUVRES. 


— 


: Sg times! full of news and Brite 
| chivalry ; 
And your H—ds and your, H—3, gallant: aQts at the 
1 
For Rooke, or be Hawke, of old never braver; 
Than his H—wc ſhip. of late in a noble Maneuyvre. 
As his Lordſhip loves laurels, by honour to reap 
Well, 
Like Gallant. GERMAIN, ,and Brave Admiral Krr- 
. 2 
"$0 to weather thro' Biſcay be were ſpread his 
ſhe el "= $095 21 
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Ta level at once the Republican Fleets. 

Swift over the ſea; Boreas bold made us brave 6 

Where we found the French dogs, as dame Fortune 

would have it; 

80 4A pointed our guns, teveling Frenchmen to 
And to blow the Conventional Fleet to the devil. 
But the Gallant Sir Rodger his teeth he did grind 

f hard, 

To ſee the ſly Frenchmen bear cloſe to the wind- 


ward, 


And our Cow-hearted Lord, 1 his breeks like 
a fountain. 
For LaRGE magnified full as loſty' s as the Ma 
Now his H—ſhip, Sir Rodger the baute did be. 
 fpeak well, O7'T 

Fou ſee theſe French wog we can 4 make them. 

: our equal. | 

Now to get a fnug penny, ſince aging s began, 
Ihe war to prolong, twill be far the beſt plan; 

« For war is a traffic, III uphold it, by which, 

„ Tho“ 1 get poor, many thouſands get rich, 
« So to Torbay direct, we will now ſtear forſooth z 
« For dunk I am with a terrible drouth, 
By this we may fee, thro' his drouthy endeavours, 
The war-he protracts, by his ſleepy 8 nh. 
Thro' life, thus by actions, tis clearly diſplay'd 

That was, like religion's made too much a trade; 3 
And our chicfs, like the clergy, ſo careleſs arc 

grown. 

The more they are paid, the leſs buſmeſs is done. 
By this we may learn, by his Lordſhip's dicernment, 
Maneuvres, Manewvree, the road to Proferment.. 


(38 ) 


2 one oi, | 
Meſirs LACKINGTON and MARTIN, 


| * © Wonour and fame from tio condition rife, 5 
44 well thy part, there all thy honour lies. Porr. 
| WHILE Bookſcllers jog in Newmarket harte, | 
Racing with Criſpins for the Bankrupt Lift ; 
Hail! then, King Iactixg rem and Brother Mar rin, 
Fate's doom'd thee to ſurvive the wreck for certain. 
When you relinquiſh'd being fove retailers : = Ye 
Lou ſhun' d the dangerous rocks of leather dealers, 
Now, now, your Buxus, your Moanisszs and P- 
3 2 IE Cy 
| The product of their brain to you ſurrenders z 
For. which ene word, youy'e often ſworn and faid it, 
You utterly abhore what fools give credit? 
Thus your the blades who can extract the honeys, 
For all your creed's in two words, Ready Maney.” 
No eunuch built Bookſellers all conivell, | 
And with thee tumbled headlong to the devil. 
Sell, brother Criſpins, ſell, (and ſpurn their clamour, 
| Huck as your welt- eye, or the auction hammer; 
ile authors write, till eyes drop from their ſoc- 
kets, — 2 0 | 
Wrecking their brain, for gold to line your pockets. 
Since heav'n has cut and form'd thee out ſor gain, 
And fate has fix'd thee in the richeft vain, 
Led by dame Fortune, that blind fickle b-——", 
Who's ſat you with the whilie ſilver itch, 
Selling what hungry authors coin in heaps, 
Suppaiting printers preſſes, and their types. 
Now ſince youv e rais d yourſelves by your own merit, 
- Deil tal them who envy what you inherit, 
| END OF PART FIRST. 
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An EPISTLE to my en 
With a Firkin of Red Herringt. 


Acer this compliment, dear Ron, f 
the pride o Fertha's river. 
Tu own the gift is unco lag, 
yet better late than never. 
They will, forſooth, taſte weel your mouth, 
it ne'er had better fare in; | 
They'll reliſh weel St Mungo's ale, 
—  thir ſappy blood red herrin. N 


Hail, SixcLAIR ! famous Patriot, 
good DzeMesTER, and Kil Kanns 

'Tis you wha ſtow auld Scotland's pot, 
wi mutton and red herrin. 


ins Twetzd and 3 er Sc * 


oy _ high fn 
While End, mankinds beft Faun, 
Huan 3 Penn. 


ELL1oT, to Scotland ever dear, N 
the Britiſh Salamander ; Hh uot” 
By St Roch he made Bouxnom tear, 
and like gouks hame to dander, 
His crowdie meal, and barley kail, 
his table did embelliſh,” | 
What rais'd his ire, hot balls to fe: N 
0 but herrin his dear reliſh. Ny 


Cent, like the Cock o' Gib, 
or WALLAcs high he ranges, 


-* 


SE} 


To kill, or capture Tippoo Saib, 

or drown him in the Ganges. 
He loves the lads. wi tartan plaids, 
for the're in War fac datin'; 
Round a the globe wi him they'll = 


on onions and ſa't herrin'. 


i Foul fa them wha to Londen wah; 
auld Scotland's pouch to pillage, 
Diſgracefu', they'll no ſend a plack, 
to build Auld Reikie's College : 
Yet join wi' P—rT to rig a fleet, 
and ſquander twa three million; 
Our fiſhing tars, to bloody wars, 
| they prels like ony ſcullion. 


In verſe lang may we live to ſhine, 
luke a true Stirling birdies 

And be rhyme proof for critic ſpleen, 
as ancient Snowden's bardie. 


+Your Highland dreſs cou d ſtand the bree, | f wr 


o' Doctor Johnſtone's ſnarl, * 
E wha cracks ſae ges, 11 
Aeſerves a wreath o laur l. 


Juſt ae word mair, and then I've done; 
when ye drink o'er thir herrin', 
Mind Ramſay, and fam Ferguflon, 
their works are ay endearing a 

It will inſpire your Scottiſh 1 

to huſh a eritic's blether, 4 

And cheer your heart, to tak the part, 

| CY our auld mithert. 


r | b A, 
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The ANSWER. / 


Dir Billy Ggoxcx, I got the gear, 
that you ſent here by Watſonz 

And when they're birſePd braw and clear, 

I think the meikle pat's on. 2 
They prie ſae nice, they need nae ſpice, 

for they taſte fine the mou'; - 
And I'm the chiel, that likes them well, 

the ſame is kend to you. 


Expect a cheeſe by the ſame hand, 
it was made at Dunlap. | 
Nae better gear in ony land, 
ſweet in your mou? to pap- 

Let Spaniards then, by tongue or pen, 
. brag of their hameward grouth ; 
Than every day we freely ha'e, | 

baith iucky, large, and routh. © 


You-ſpeak o ErL1oT (reſt his ſaul) 
he was an honeſt chiel, 

He gied the Dons balls het an' cau} 
An' gar'd their riggans reel. 


There's him and Boyd, auld Scotland's pride, | 


they fought like hons bauld ; 


Nor Dons ſae proud, nor cannons lo id, 


cou'd gar them quit their hald. 


For pence the pund, ance you and I, 
bought gude freſh Stirling Sa'mon,. 


— 


— - 


the enormous price of Salmon. 


E 
Now foul a bit folk gets to buy 
their gabs to calle at a* man. 
We are undone by London}, 
_ where luxury 'engenders, _ 
Yet herrin' fiſh, we get fu' freſh, 
for five pence by the hunders. 


We hae ſome patriots, that's true, 
that with their country weel, 
But yet they are not ha'f enou', 


ſome fow'k aften feel, 


Of forty five we keep alive, 


we ſeldom ha'e a ſcore, 
When vote gaes round, 'tis aften found, 
| we're left upon the ſhore. 


Mind what ye ſaw on Cadiz ſtrand, 

when ſail'd their laſt Armada, 
Ye wiſh'd weil to your native land, 

nor fear'd ye their bravado. | 
Now ſince ye're found on Scottiſh ground, 

may health and hands defend you, 
Gude bleſs your banes, your wife and weans, 
and happineſs attend you. 
R. GaLLowar. 
| 


It is a ſcandalous hardſhip the poor, &c. of Scotland ſuffer by 
3 iP has Heaven has ſent to their 


door, is tore from them, What does the Magiſtrates of theſe 
towns where there are n od with the great rents they 


IT, 


receive? An ironic Commoner once ſaid, Tuxr EAT AND DAINK 


